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CHARACTERS. 


Mrs.  Hardinge  (a  widow)  . .  Evening  dress  and  mas/c. 

Philipfa  Graham  (her  niece)  Italian  Peasant  ess  dress  and  mask. 
Pickard  I/umsden  (a  widower)  Evening  dress  and  mask . 

Algie  Ltjmsden  (his  son)  . ,  Neapolitan  Fisherman' s  dress  and  mask. 


BOX  B. 


Scene. — The  Ante-room  of  a  Private  Box  in  the  Teatro  San  Carlo, 
in  Naples.  A  mashed  hall  is  taking  place .  Supper  is  laid  for  two . 


Enter  Mr.  Ltjmsden  cautiously. 

Mr.  L.  Aha!  no  one  here!  that’s  lucky — then  I’ll  put  the  bonbons 
on  the  table — where’s  the  card  ?  “  To  the  fair  Unknown  ” — that’s 

it.  An  intrigue !  and  at  my  age !  After  all,  I’m  not  so  very  old. 
It’s  a  bad  habit  to  get  into — saying  one’s  too  old  for  this  and  too 
old  for  that.  Its  absurd — and  this  invitation  proves  it — “  To 
Bichard  Lumsden,  Esq.”  (Beads)  “Yon  will  be  at  the  masked 
ball  at  the  San  Carlo  to-night.  Take  pity  on  a  poor  lone  woman 
and  come  to  supper  at  midnight.  You  will  find  my  servants  ready 
to  receive  you  in  Private  Box  B.  Get  rid  of  your  son  and  come 
alone  !  ‘  Bemember — Box  B  !  ’  ”  Who  can  it  be  ?  English 

evidently  !  “Get  rid  of  your  son  !  ” — She  knows  me — “  and  come 
alone  !  ”  Yes,  supper  laid  for  two.  She’s  a  woman  of  taste  I  can 
see — Ootelettes  en  aspic — Galantine — admirable  woman.  (Looks  at 
label  of  champagne.)  Perier  Jouet — adorably  being  !  Fine  champagne — 
Curasao — generous  nature  !  Pate  de  foie  gras  en  croute— truffles, 
whole  truffles— Queen  of  your  sex,  I  salute  you  (kisses  his  hand). 
What  shall  I  be  to-morrow  ?  Never  mind,  I  am  a  boy  to-night — 
a  giddy  boy  of  forty-fi — no,  thirty-five — no,  twenty-five— positively 
twenty-five  ’  Dick,  my  boy,  you’ve  made  a  conquest !  a  conquest ! 

[Exit  singing  “  See  the  Conquering Sfc. 

Mas.  H.  (enters  from  private  box).  I  thought  I  heard  singing. 
No  one !  (Sees  bonbons  and  card.)  Yes,  someone  has  been! here! 
(Beads  card.)  “  To  the  fair  Unknown  ’’—that’s  me — “  I  am  coming 
and  alone.  Accept  these  bonbons  as  a  humble  tribute — sweets  to 
the  sweet!”  Pretty  sentiment,  though  elderly.  “I  am  coming 
and  alone  ”  underlined.  He  thinks  he’s  made  a  conquest !  Age 
cannot  wither  nor  custom  stale  the  infinite  vanity  of  man.  If  you 
want  to  catch  the  human  fish,  bait  the  hook  with  vanity.  He  can’t 
resist— he  must  nibble.  Then  a  skilful  turn  of  a  woman’s  hand 
and  houp-la  ! — he’s  floundering  and  gasping  on  the  bank.  Poor 
dear  old  Dick  Lumsden  !  He  was  a  good,  ki  ad  friend  to  me  in  the 

old  days,  when  he  and  I  were  singing  together  in  comic  opera _ 

twenty  years  ago  !  (Sighs.)  I  was  singing  for  a  livelihood  and 
didn’t  like  it— he  was  singing  for  love  and  did  like  it.  He  liked 
me  and  I  liked  him.  In  short,  we  fell  in  love,  but  it  was  not  to  be ! 
I  had  no  money— he'd  spent  all  his,  and  we  both  married  another 
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to  please  our  parents.  We  both  made  wliat  the  world  calls 
“  excellent  matches,”  and  we  were  both  very  miserable.  And  now 
we  are  to  meet  once  more,  after  all  these  years,  at  a  masked  ball  in 
Naples.  I,  a  widow  of  the  usual  age — say,  35  at  night,  and  40  in 
the  morning — with  my  niece  and  adopted  daughter — Philippa 
Graham.  He  a  widower — age  no  matter — with  a  son,  Algie 
Lumsden.  Needless  to  say,  these  young  people  meet  unknown  to 
Papa,  and  fall  in  love.  Girls  are  a  nuisance,  and  boys  are  worse. 
Nurse  them  through  measles,  whooping-cough  and  scarlatina,  and 
they  fall  in  love,  and  demand  that  most  drastic  of  remedies — 
marriage  !  The  question  is,  how  to  gain  the  consent  of  Papa.  He 
is  a  determined  cynic  in  matrimonial  matters,  and  has,  in  general 
terms,  informed  his  son  that  if  he  marries  the  proverbial  shilling  is 
his  portion.  Now  I  know  the  extent  of  his  cynicism — it  isn’t  real. 
He  has  a  soft  spot  in  his  heart,  and  I  am  determined  to  find  that 
soft  spot  to-night.  It’s  a  case  of  woman’s  wit  against  man’s  selfish¬ 
ness,  and  I’ll  back  the  woman  !  The  young  couple  will  be  back 
directly,  so  I  shall  go  into  the  box  and  await  the  arrival  of  the 
hero  of  the  evening,  and  leave  the  young  couple  to  themselves. 
When  young  lovers  are  in  the  acute  or  idiotic  stage,  they  must  be 
left  severely  alone.  The  word  “  darling  ”  repeated  thirty  times  in 
fifteen  minutes  is  monotonous,  especially  when  it’s  not  addressed  to 
yourself !  \_Exit. 

Algie  and  Philippa  enter  laughing. 

Phil.  Oh !  Algie,  what  fun  it  has  been ;  wasn’t  that  valse 
delicious. 

Algie.  Scrumptious ! 

Phil.  I  wish  life  were  one — long — valse. 

Algie.  So  do  I,  with  you  as  a  partner,  but  I  don’t  see  much 
chance  of  that! 

Phil.  Auntie  doesn’t  object  on  her  side. 

Algie.  But  my  father  will  on  his — when  he  hears  of  it.  He’s 
often  told  me,  “Marry,  and  out  you  go  my  boy  !  ”  My  father  is 
board  and  lodging  to  me ;  I  haven’t  a  penny  I  can  call  my  own. 
My  father  has  brought  me  up  to  do  nothing,  and  I  can’t  do 
nothing  on  nothing. 

Phil.  There’s  something  in  that. 

Algie.  There’s  a  greal  deal  in  that.  I’d  work  if  I  knew  how, 
but  I  don’t. 

Phil.  But  Algie  couldn’t  you  be  a  banker,  or  something  of  that 
sort  ? 

Algie.  A  banker  or  11  something  of  that  sort  ”  wants  capital. 

Phil.  Well,  you  want  capital. 

Algie.  I  don’t  think  you  quite  grasp  my  meaning? 

Phil.  I  know  I’m  very  stupid — but  couldn’t  I  work  ?  Why 
couldn’t  I  give  lectures  ?  Lots  of  women  lecture. 
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Algie.  Some  do  nothing  else.  But  seriously,  my  dear  Philippa, 
T  don’t  wish  you  to  work.  I  have  old-fashioned  ideas,  and  think 
the  husband  ought  to  keep  the  wife. 

Phil.  I’d  rather  keep  you  than  lose  you,  Algie. 

Algie.  You’re  a  darling ! 

Phil.  So  you  have  said  fifteen  times  in  five  minutes. 

Algie.  You’re  a  duck  then  ! 

Phil.  You’re  a  goose  !  ! 

Algie.  There’s  only  one  course  open  to  me,  I  must  sit  on  a 
pavement  and  write  “I  am  starving.” 

Phil.  They  won’t  believe  you  ! 

Algie.  You  think  not  ? 

Phil.  You  don’t  look  it. 

Algie.  I  feel  it. 

Phil.  If  your  countenance  suggested  anything  at  all,  I  should 
say  it  was  beef. 

Algie.  Beef ! 

Phil.  And  pudding. 

Algie.  Then  only  one  thing  remains.  We  must  beg. 

Phil.  Yes,  we  will  wander  into  the  cruel  cold  streets. 

Algie.  In  the  cruel  cold  snow  ! 

Phil.  You  with  a  barrel-organ. 

Algie.  And  you  with  an  eye  on  the  first-floor  windows. 

Phil.  Then  will  we  lift  up  our  voices  in  mournful  numbers. 

Algie.  Till  the  inhabitants  wish  us - 

Phil.  Anywhere,  anywhere  out  of  the  world. 


Phil. 

Algie. 

Phil. 

Algie. 

Phil. 

Algie. 


No.  1. — DUET.  Philippa  and  Algie. 

I. 

We’re  a  pair  of  poor  young  lovers, 

And  wTe’ve  got  no  work  to  do ! 

We  both  want  to  get  married, 

And  we  haven’t  got  a  sou ! 

We’ve  been  highly  educated, 

On  the  most  expensive  plan  ; 

For  she’s  a  Oirton  Graduate, 

And  I’m  an  Oxford  man  ! 

But  in  spite  of  these  advantages 
We’ve  got  no  work  to  do  ! 

And  I’m  sure  we  couldn’t  do  it 
If  we  had — that’s  true  ! 
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II. 

Phil.  If  it  weren’t  for  Mrs.  Grundy, 

We’d  set  up  a  sweetmeat  shop, 

Algie.  Where  the  cheap  cigar  should  mingle 

With  the  fragrant  pepp’mint  drop  ! 

Phil.  But  Society  demands  that  we 

Should  show  “  a  proper  jiride 

Algie.  Which  means — living  on  your  friends, 

And  doing  nothing  else  beside  ! 

Phil.  We  must  bow  to  Mrs.  Grundy, 

And  submit  to  her  decree, 

Algie.  For  Britannia  rules  the  waves, 

And  Grundy  Socie-tee. 

Both.  We’ve  got  no  work,  we  don’t  want  work  to  do ! 

For  we  can  live  on  love,  that’s  true ! 

Mrs.  H.  [entering).  What  are  you  young  people  doing.  What 
on  earth  is  all  this  noise  ? 

Algie.  Noise  ! !  !  we  were  singing. 

Phil.  Thus  do  we  propose  to  earn  our  future  living. 

Mrs.  H.  Your  living  would  soon  be  my  death  ! 

Phil.  Algie,  darling,  we  will  never  part. 

Algie.  Never!  Darling! 

Mrs.  H.  If  I  hear  the  word  ‘  darling  ’  once  again  I  cast  you 
both  off — for  ever.  Algie !  stand  there  ( leading  him  away). 
Philippa — there !  [ditto.)  Now  listen,  I  have  a  scheme  to  help 
you. 

Algie.  Mrs.  Hardinge,  you’re  a  £  ripper  ’  ! 

Mrs.  H.  Mr.  Algernon  Lumsden,  would  you  keep  your  vulgar 
slang  for  the  doubtless  more  congenial  low  haunts  you  frequent. 

Algie  [sings).  Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay !  ! 

Mrs.  H.  This  is  not  a  music-hall. 

Algie.  I  wish  it  were ! 

Mrs.  H.  I’ve  no  doubt  you’d  feel  more  at  home. 

(Algie  sings  snatch  of  music-hall  song.) 

Phil.  Algie,  be  quiet  and  don’t  be  silly. 

Algie.  Darli  .... 

Mrs.  FI.  [interrupting).  Ah  !  !  Now  listen — your  father  will  be 
here  in  a  few  minutes  in  obedience  to  the  anonymous  invitation  I 
sent  him. 

Algie.  Giddy  gay  old  thing ! 

Mrs.  IF.  Meaning  me  ? 

Algie.  No,  my  Pa  !  ! 
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Mrs.  H.  Now  I  am  not  in  tlie  habit  of  inviting  elderly  gentle¬ 
men  to  tete-a-tete  suppers  at  masked  balls,  but  I  do  it  entirely  for 
your  sakes. 

Algie.  Generous  sacrifice  ! 

Phil.  Noble  martyrdom ! 

Mrs.  H.  Be  quiet !  Now  you  are  to  act  as  my  Italian  servants, 
Beppo  and  Giulietta.  You  will  receive  Mr.  Lumsden  when  he 
comes,  he  will  ask  for  Box  B,  but  you  cannot  understand  him ;  now 
do  you  understand  ? 

Phil"5  j  Not  a  word  ! 


No.  2. — TBIO.  Philippa,  Algie  and  Mrs.  Hardinge. 

Not  a  word  of  English  do  you  know, 

|  No  !  Signora,  no  !  no  !  no  ! 

Quite  bewilder’d  you  must  be, 

j  Si !  Signora,  si !  si  !•  si ! 

All’s  prejiared,  the  wine  !  the  food  ! 

Non  comprendo  ! 

Very  good  ! 

When  he  comes,  show  him  in  here, 

Non  comprendo  che  vuol  dir’  ! 

Quite  bewilder’d  j  ^ou  !  must  be, 

(  we  )  ’ 

Assume  a  look  of  vacancy, 

And  whate’er  he  wants  to  know, 

You’ll  j  sliake  \  ;Z  |  heads  and  £°  Just  so- 

( Shrugging  shoulders. ) 

(At  end  of  trio — loud  knocking  at  door.) 
Mrs.  H.  Good  gracious,  ’tis  he  !  Quick,  your  masks  !  [Exit. 

Enter  Mr.  Lumsden,  masked. 

(Philippa  and  Algie  laugh.) 
Mr.  L.  What  are  you  laughing  at  ?  Oh !  this  confounded 
mask.  ( Takes  off  mask.)  Is  this  Box  B?  (They  shake  heads  and 
shrug'  shoulders.) 

Mr.L.  Parlez- vous frangais ?  (Bus.)  Sprechen Sie Deutsch ?  (Bus,) 
That’s  all  the  foreign  language  I  know.  Speak  English?  (Bus.) 
Ignorant  idiots ! 

Phil,  (rapidly).  In  questa  tomba,  1a,  ci  darem  la  mano,  batti 
batti  o  bel  Masetto,  vedrai  carino,  cosi  fan  tutti. 

f 
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Mrs.  H. 

Algie 

Phil. 

Mrs.  H. 

Algie 

Phil. 

Mrs.  H. 

Algie. 

Mrs.  H. 

Phil. 

All. 
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Mrs.  H.  Now  we  can  have  a  quiet  chat.  Tell  me,  Mr.  Lumsden, 
are  you  married  ? 

Mr.  L.  Alas!  a  widower!  I  married  years  ago — not  for  love, 
but  to  please  my  father.  She  was  wealthy,  but  it  was  not  a  happy 
match.  She  not  only  enjoyed  bad  health,  she  absolutely  revelled 
in  it !  She  survived  twenty  systems  of  diet — the  twenty-first  killed 
her !  It  was  a  diet  of  fruit — nothing  but  fruit.  She  succumbed 
to  a  surfeit  of  nuts  and  bananas. 

Mrs.  H.  How  sad  ! 

Mr.  L.  It  was.  She  left  everything  to  me.  And  you,  madam, 
did  you  ever  dip  in  the  matrimonial  lottery  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Alas,  I  did. 

Mr.  L.  And  drew - 

Mrs.  H.  A  blank.  The  late  Mr.  Hard -  ( checking  herself), 

my  late  husband  was  a  blank.  I  married  to  please  my  mother. 
He  was  wealthy  but  sorely  afflicted  with  punctuality.  It  was  a 
positive  disease.  I  once  kept  him  waiting  three-quarters  of  an 
hour  for  dinner — he  never  rallied  from  the  shock.  It  was  not  my 
fault,  I  was  travelling  on  the  South  Eastern  Railway ;  he  left 
everything  to  me ;  he  was  a  very  gentlemanly  man. 

Mr.  L.  You  will  marry  again  ? 

Mrs.  H.  No,  Mr.  Lumsden  ( shaking  her  head).  I  have  a  niece  I 
dearly  love  ;  all  I  wish  is  to  see  her  happily  married  to  the  man  of 
her  choice. 

Mr.  L.  But  you  would  then  be  left  alone. 

Mrs.  H.  But  not  lonely,  I  should  share  their  happiness.  Happi¬ 
ness  is  like  a  joke — when  shared  with  another  it’s  doubly  good. 

Mr.  L.  And  misery  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Not  half  as  bad  !  But  you  will  marry  again  ? 

Mr.  L.  At  my  age  and  with  my  ideas.  Ah,  my  dear  madam,  I 
should  require  an  ideal  wife. 

Mrs.  H.  Ah !  I  know  what  vou  men  call  an  ideal  wife. 

t/ 

{Rapidly.)  One  who  would  never  ask  inconvenient  questions — 
especially  at. breakfast — never  in  the  way  when  not  wanted,  always 
ready  if  wanted,  who  would  what  is  called  “  do  society  ”  for  you — 
pay  calls — make  your  excuses  at  five  o’clock  teas,  play  cards  with 
you,  not  too  well,  but  just  well  enough,  so  that  you  always  won  in 
the  long  run,  who’d  let  you  have  bachelor  dinnerparties,  while  she 
took  a  nondescript  meal  in  her  own  room,  and  never  complain  that 
the  rooms  reeked  of  tobacco  in  the  morning,  in  fact,  an  angel  in 
petticoats — but  would  you  be  an  angel  in - 

Mr.  L.  Say  knickerbockers,  madam !  No  !  I  should  not !  I 
am  what  the  world  calls  a  cvnic. 

V 

Mrs.  H.  And  as  usual  the  world  is  wrong.  {Rises.)  You’re 
only  a  sham  cynic  ;  mere  fin  de  si  Me  affectation.  There’s  a  soft 

/ 
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spot  in  your  heart,  and  you  know  it.  You’d  do  a  kind  action  and 
then  pretend  to  sneer  at  yourself  for  doing  it.  Preten  .^y 
sir — all — pretence  and  selfishness.  Why  shou  y  I  P  , 

son  marrying  ?  You  love  him,  and  yet  you  would  let  your  selfish¬ 
ness  conquer  your  love  ;  hut  you  can’t  prevent  it ;  you  can^fig^, 

against  human  nature  ;  let  the  young  man  mee  7,  like  thistle- 
and  pouf !  your  theories  are  blown  before  the  wind  like  thistle 

dow/l  (- Sitting  down.)  There,  I’ve  said  it  now,  and  you  11  hate 
me.  Why  did  you  make  me  say  it  ? 

Mb.  L.  {aside).  I  didn’t  1 
Mbs.  H.  I’ve  offended  you  ? 

Mb  L.  No  !  You’ve  set  me  thinking  of  days  long,  long  ago 

when  I  was  really  in  love.  I  had  had  a  legacy  left  me.  I 
...  n  •  ri j -r\T*rv/i n r>orl  f*.  comic  opera  Da 


wnen  ±  was  lecutij  ^  *w,v.  _  . 

embarked  it  all  in  a  theatre  and  produced  a 

Girondelle  I  wrote  it  myself. 

Mbs.  H.  A  success  ? 

Mb.  L.  The  piece  was  a  success ;  the  public  was  a  failure  . 

Mbs.  H.  (aside).  Poor  public! 

Mb.  L.  It  was  over  their  heads ! 

Mbs.  H.  (aside).  Failures  always  are  ! 

Mr.  L.  The  prima  donna  was  a  certain  Nellie  Grantiey.. 
Needless  to  say  I  fell  in  love. 

Mbs.  II.  "Why  needless  to  say  ? 

Mb.  L.  Because  nobody  could  help  it. 

Mbs  H.  (aside).  Dear  old  Dick :  he’s  still  very  nice  ! 

Mr  L.  But  it  was  not  to  be.  Poor  Nellie  !  I  wonder  where 
she  is  now  ?  Poor  little  Nellie  Grantiey,  I  should  like  to  see  i 
again.  However,  that’s  all  over.  All,  well!  (Shrugging  shoulders.) 


Mbs.  H.  (singing). 


Miv.  L. 
Mbs.  II. 
Mb.  L. 


Said  Sir  Knight  with  gallant  air, 

Tell  me  pretty  demoiselle, 

What’s  thy  name,  0  maiden  fair  ? 

Sir  !  I’m  call’d  La  Girondelle  ! 

(Unrnashrng.) 

Nellie!  .  , 

La  Girondelle  at  your  service. 

Mr  J,  (shaking  hands,  etc.)  And  I  never  recognised  you,  but 

what  a  pleasure  to  see  you  once  again,  Nellie  !  How  it  brings  back 
the  old  days  when  we  were  both  so  poor  . 

Mbs.  H.  And  so  jolly!  . 

Do  you  remember  when  we  went  up  the  river  ? 

And  Mamma  was  with  us  ! 

She  always  was !  and  she  fell  in  the  river. 

And  you  saved  her  ! 

I  was  young  and  foolish  then. 


Mb.  L. 
Mbs.  H. 
Mb.  L. 
Mbs.  H. 
Mb.  L. 


/ 
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Mrs.  H.  And  Mamma  had  to  wear  the  landlady’s  clothes. 

Mr.  H.  And  I  the  landlord’s— and  he  was  so  short ! 

Mrs.  H.  How  funny  you  looked. 

Mr.  L.  And  so  did  Mamma. 

yourBsho^ide^n<1  Mamma  feU  asleep  in  the  train  with  her  head  on 

Mr.  L.  And  your  head  was  on  my  other  shoulder. 

Mrs.  H.  But  I  wasn’t  asleep  ! 

Mr.  L.  Ho  !  you  were  very  wide  awake  ! 

*■ ,h”  i  ** 

Mr.  L.  I  never  had  ! 

Mrs.  H.  Oh !  it  all  seems  like  yesterday. 

Mr.  L.  Can’t  we  make  yesterday  to-day  ? 

Mrs.  H.  I  don’t  understand  you,  Mr.  Lumsden 

i,  °z  s::"""'1  ,,u  1 

Mr.  L.  Good  gracious  !  she  might  die  an  old  maid  f 

rTH-  Jr°‘  -Ver7  Ukely-  (AlGIE  and  «*r.) 

Mr.  L.  Who  is  this  ?  ' 

Mrs.  H.  My  niece ! 

Mr.  L.  And  that  ?  ( pointing  to  Algie). 

Algie  ( unmasking ).  Your  son  and  the  man  of  her  choice  ! 

Mr.  L.  I  don’t  understand  ! 

“  Yes,3’’  for  aukTlang  “7  ^  ‘W  1  “  alone  to  Say 

Mr.  L.  But  what  have  they  got  to  live  on  ? 

Mrs.  H.  We’ve  enough  for  both. 

Phil.  Besides  I’ve  got  five  francs  ( showing  it). 

Algie.  So  have  I.  I  know  I’m  a  bloodthirsty  brigand  ! 

pleasing  fotte  eye*'  thouSh  withal  and 

Mr.  L.  There— there— there,  go  and  be  miserable ! 

Mrs.  H.  Oh,  Dick,  you’ve  made  me  so  happy ! 

mammal  A'gi6’  ^  m6  t0  pr6sent  <****  her  hmd)  Jour  new 

Algie.  )  Tjr.  ,  .  .  ,  ,  .  . 

Phil,  )  ^A1P  :  ^P  *  ^P  •  hooray  ! 
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Mrs.  H.  I  lured  you  here  under  false  pretences.  Say  you  11 
jrgive  and  forget  such  a  silly  trick. 

Mr.  L.  I  can  and  do  forgive ,  but  I  can  never  forget  - 
All  Three.  Oh! 

Mr.  L.  Such  a  happy  result ! 


No.  5.— FINALE.— Ensemble. 

W e  can  never  forget  such  a  happy  result, 

If  only  our  kind  friends  in  front  will  agree. 
There’s  only  one  other  thing  we  have  to  say, 
Come,  and  we’ll  welcome  you  all  in  Box  B. 


CURTAIN. 


CEO.  BARBER,  PRINTER,  33,  FURNIVAL  ST.,  AND  i 
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